Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
Mothers use my name to frighten children. A hundred
years hence they will be writing history based on these
vicious libels.
"It is thus that they arouse the farmers and shop-
keepers into a frenzy; inflame them against me as though
this were a new crusade and I were the infidel. They
fight, my friends, in the sacred name of Liberty and the
pound sterling, for God and their lost shipments and
sales!
"And are they so much holier than I? They shelter
my foes, send letters of remittance to plotters against
my life, tear my reputation to shreds, and break their
treaties.
"Consider these last for a moment. I gave up Taranto,
as agreed, to match their Malta. But do they give up
Malta? No, they do not. A little instance, but significant.
And they protest my overtures to Spain. Of course, I
brought pressure. In return for Spanish support, I will
organize effete Spain, make her strong. Again my sin
is that I get there first. Then they say I am the mailed
fist. Was England soft of hand when she forbade Spain
to sell me ammunition and, without declaration of war,
seized Spanish ships and impressed Spanish and Dutch
and French seamen? It is righteous for them to make al-
liances, to intrigue for them; dastardly for me. It makes
a difference, my friends, whose ox is gored. Ah! you can-
not tell me that the English are gruff but honest. Their
bluffness is a mask. They are as smooth as their own silk
stockings.
"And where can their political charges be justified?
I found France attacked, and in pursuit of her foes led
her armies over her borders. I have put our conquests,
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